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THE PICTURE
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 Translated by William L. McPherson

ARC had come to visit his grand-

5 mother, whom he had not seen since

l %e was & child. When he passed

the gate of her country place he

was struck at once by the besuty of the park,

surrounding a big house in no particular

style which they called the chatesu. The park

was superb, with its spreading lawns, its beau.

‘t1tul beds of hortensins, its majestic trees, un-
der whose shade ran a clear, swift stream.

His mother had said to him: “You will see
how pretty and how restful it is t the cha-
tesu. You will recall as you walk under the
elms that 1, too, walked under them when 1
was a girl, Be nica to your grandmother,

Stay with her as much as you can. The poor
old lady has had so little attention from us.”

Mare had given his promise, and now that
he had arrived, after s long and trying trip,
Do didn't regret it. It seemed to him that he
could spend his whole life agreeably on this
wvast estate.

Nevertheless, since one gets tired of every-
thing, when the young man had thoroughly
familiarized himself with his surroundings and
had met all the neighbore he began to find the
days long and the evenings dull. So, to occupy
his vacant hours, he dresmed of a young
beauty, blond or dark (he hadn't determined
which) with whom he walked glowly, hand-in-
kand, under the shade of the century-old trees
and exchanged tender words of love, to the
sccompaniment of the songs of the turtle doves
hidden in the branches. It was poctical and it
was charming!

One afternoon when he was prowling about
the house he diseovered, in a boudoir which he

_Bad never entered before, a photograph which

seemed to have been loft there inadvertently,
1t showed the head of a young girl, oval and
regular in shape, and with laughing eyes. The
portrait caught the young dresmer’s fancy im.
mediately. He kept looking at it with infinite
satisfaction.

Whose photograph was {t? It rezembled
none of the young girls to whom his grand-
mother had presented him. However, some
one from this out-of-the-way neighborhood
must be the original. The style in which the
hair was worn, not very modern, was cer-
tainly countrified. Why had his grandmother
not spoken to him about her? Why had she
not let him meet her, since the girl of the pie-
ture was so much superior to all the others
who had been brought to his attention? It
was strangel Very strange!

Mare was sbout to leave the room when he
noticed near the portrait a delicately em-
broidered handkerchlef saturated with an up-
to-date perfume. The fine batiste was elightly
rumpled, and the young man, without being a
Sherlock Holmes, concluded that the pretty
girl of the photograph must have left it there.

On tip-toe, 50 as not to sttract tha un-
known'e sttention and allew her to eseape, he
began to explore the neighboring rooms. He
opened each door with extreme precaution,
hoping always to surprise her in some new

_yetreat, He ppent the rest of the day thus,
searching the house from celiar to aftic.

That evening, tired, disappointed and full
_of Dbitterness against his grandmother for

""Yeeping from him the lady of his thoughts, he
went up to the boudoir and took possession of
' "the picturs and the handkerchief. Then, with
& besting heart, he planted himself before his
“grandparent, who wag sitting in the embrasure
“of & tall window, kgitting for the poor,
““Why," he asked roughly, “did you keep
from me the fact that we do not live alone in
"the chateau, that a young girl is in hiding
here, if, indeed, ghe is not imprisoned?”
""" At this apostrophe the old lady let her knit-
ting fall into her Iap. Pushing back her
glasses, she looked in amazement at her
grandson,

“What are you talking about, my bey? A
young girl imprisoned in my house? You are
md!li

“] am in my right mind. You knew that'l
would fall in love with her, {or she must be
as perfect as she is pretty, and eince you don't
want me to marry her, you have locked
her up.”

“But 1 tell you, my child, that I don't under-
stond what you sre saying.”

He hastily threw on the old lady's knees'his
two pieces of evidence.

“Here is her picture; here is her handker-
chief. 1 want to see her right away!”

In an imperious tone he added:

“Right away, you hear, or I shall tell the
police!”

The grandmother, much puzzled, took the
photograph, looked at the handkerchief, shook
her head and smiled:

“Why, my boy, here is the person whom you
want to marry, on whose account you threaten
me with the police, and whom you have been
searching for all day! You have-put yourself
to a lot of useless trouble. For the beauty
with whom you fell in love is before you—old,
white haired and wrinkled.”

“How so?"

* 41t is my photograph, my dear child, taken
when I was sixteen years old, and the hand-
kerchief is one which I carried at my wedding.
Sometimes 1 perfume it and breathe in the {ra-

. T close my eyes and see again all my
aappy past.”

Marc felt his eyves bulging with surprise.
_Could his grandmother, so shrivelled up, $o
* parchment-like, have been that pretty girl?

Dropping into a chair, ashamed and disap-
] Fotnhd. he cried:
“"ugh! Grandmother! It was you! AHK!

That's too bad. I loved her. I feally loved
ber—that beautiful, mysterious girl.”
=~ Seeing him bend over and hide his face in
__bis hands, the good old lady got up and threw
‘her thin, emaciated arms about him:
_ “Don't cry,” she raid softly, “and have no
In a single day you have had what
there is best in love—its perfumed dream!”
Copyright, 1322, New Tork Tribuse las.
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By FAIRFAX DOWNEY

into your life; also, a stiff kat, a collar, ditto
scktie and other burdenscme accesrories.”
Of course, he swims, though not g0 often as
infand cousin would think a feller would
who had £o many rivers and oceans and t?hir.xm
around. But it's one thing to have 'em and
It may take only a

arrive, but once at the shore, there's

another to gt 1o 'em.
nickel to
the matter of costume, disposition of clothes
and other affairs irrelevant at old swimming

s, However, there are docks and crecks
where conts of tan are enough.

But often salt water swims are out of the
question and the small East Sider, for in-

stance, must leave rec dation in the briny deep
to the sidewalk store's cubs of dill pickles.

But a feller has the cooling showers, which
may be subdivided into thes: classifications:
elemental, parental and Fire JOepdrtmental,
The first two, of course, nre no dars “un at all,
The first is likely to involve overshoes ~nd um-
brellas and the second means soap and the
harassing of ears in the rear. But the
third—ah!

The Iarge standpipes with overhead showers
st up in the streets near firchouses are the
life. Anything is worn from overalls or un-
derclothes to the attire which a feller had on
at the moment—attire which was destined for
s washing, any way, some day soon when

PANIC ~THE A& RAY =

mother got around to it. Towe!

ut !mmc if a feller isn't dry b:{. :::’t!:.h.ll:
arrives, It is not the thing to carry soap.
To those being showered, the turning on of
the cold water is more impressive than the
opening of any other inland waterway.

As a rule, a feller can't get in a
of swimming under the eirc\lmum:“:u?:fl
;h-:;dﬁrcmafn only will turn her on"a little
arder, a few very snappy crawl
be managed down the gutter, i
The kids favor two other kinds of thing,
which, perhaps, should not properly b::hmi
as such, being only partial, Usually, they
cover only the face, head, neck and ell.lt. :
far az their exterior features £9. These -
eating watermelon and {es cream cones, m."
which are highly regarded for their '
advantages, also. i 3
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would only come over hers gpq
up Germany's wine €op, what f
h“ﬂh.w"‘ﬂ m“ o

Say you do not want wi
servate it—the waiter ju:: :.: b
looks at you. It does net e
head that you really mean i1,
other page of his wine list and
late,

Try a little moselle,” he oy, fng
tone. "Drlbot!hofmm \
then, what will you drink? Watt g |
a bottle of mineral watsr, plyjy Ay
say. Do you mean plalp w :

The Quakers who are here iy
as the agency for the Amw
ministration are the only Peopla 1 agy
have planned out & system that s
They have established the plas (sow
nized in all restaurants) of addingy
to " their bill, in lieu of the waiter,
the wine. The Quakers, it shoald Iy &
are all volunteers, acting without ey,

Last night I unconseioasly pavy gy
& shock that nearly did for him |
fried ham. For Sunday night dinse, gl
He could not convinee himself the ,I
keard aright. Did I really meus ity
did 1 desire fried eggs as well? 'h‘
requerted to add caullfowsr, his
ly sald that he'd see the thin through &
he doubted if any good Gm:.n had A
such an adventure, ~

The simple truth was that I eould
a single word of that horrible bill of fuy
when an American {5 in doubt by
orders ham. Besides its reliability, by
ham. All about me were people {
interminable course dinners in whid
revels. About two such dinners—ef
take it away.

Yesterday the waiter became quite
in his recommerdation of strawbemy
agreed—provided he would have thes
Oh, certainly, He explained that a finge!
was provided with fruit, and the fiskly
gon might dip his own. Stll, ¥ nis
wished them washed—

Decidedly, madam did. So tw
reached over for a finger bowl and by
dip the berries.

“No, no; wash them. Take them bt
kitchen and turn the water on them"

The waiter disappeared. In a few dim
he eame with a broad grin and displapel s
berries. He agreed that madam was gt
insisting on having the berries washed, fan
had found a surprising lot of dir. Dem
ing behind a screen, he returned beary
glazs fruit dish.

“Here's the water in which the berrinw
cleansed, and madam can see for herwlf¥
dirty it i£” )

The berries were most alluring, and st#

a deal was made with the waiter to washi
other dish of them. “We strive to pie
Americans,” is that man's motto, ’

At the next table sat a dignified Exf@
man, He was something official, and obse
that I spoke English, offered & courteom®
mark. My berries arriving, he glanaltt
them and noted that they had their stema®
moved, while his had not.

“Mine have been washed,” 1 explained

“Oh, now, you have quite spoiled things ¢
me; T shawn't be able to eat wine be
disconsolately. "

He looked 3o like & ruefu!l child that I
gested he have his berries bathed A
idea, and he brightened up.

I should like to know where Cortizests
Europe gets the idea that Americans live ¥
eggs alone. 1 dislike eggs exceedingly, et !
kave eaten dozens of th becaan
I am too tender hearted to endute the dissp
pointment of waiters who are always .
tive I do want eggs, even when [ sseuré
solemnly that 1 do not want e ™
waiter looks at you sorrowfully, s K
eggs?” and then hopefully sugpests ot
eERr. e L

“No eggs. Bring X

“Bacon and eggs,” brightening 8 Ad
you give it up and accept the
the eggs. -

Perhaps this scems to be dﬂ"‘:
of talk about waiters. But it ls not 8 o)
considering the important part they== Hov
ing-—play in the European's
they manage to eat so much ﬂ'“‘
one of the fascinating puzzles ““
to Americans abroad. And it is mot P
to understand why they becomé
starving Europe, However,
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to-day are the profiteers from

in the world One has only to
babel of tongues. X "

As « rule, American touristh

food, in contrast to the nativeh
with hard-boiled eggs with mayss¥
dines, & bunch of radishes, cold
then order a regular meal “‘ g
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